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Bring mean Things, as Hecuba who gave 
Her Hair a Sacrifice at Heclor' grave. 
Oh for Vild's teeming Muſe ! mine's at that paſs, 
As was old Hellens, when ſhe brake her Glaſs. 
My Fancy's'dull, my Muſe wants feet to go, 

My clumſie hand is like his Gouty Toe. 

Oxford and Cambridge were invited Gueſts; 

My Verſes preſs like Beggars unto Feaſts. 

But yet Monks farewell- Volley to advance, 

Vie fire my Pittol with their Ordinance. 

And that his Funeral-pile may blaze the higher, 

Vie throw-waſte paper to augment the fire. 

His Metal will make Mercuries of Blocks, 

And with his Steel, inflames my Tinder-box. 

What though I add my Sackcloth to their Sable, 

My Verſe ſuits with the cauſe, being Lamentable. 


Why ſits upon each face black ſorrows Cloud? 
Why are the ſighs ſo deep, the groans fo loud? 
Such face poor England had of Conſternation, 
When ſhe beheld her Father*s Decollation : 

Our Greife's renew'd , Great George's breath doth ceaſe, 
The great Reſtorer of his Country's Peace. 
Luxurious Death could nothing pleaſe thy Palate, 
But thou mult have Anchovy's tor thy Sallet ? 
Foul Cannibal, did ravine ſo prevail, 

That Worth nor Loyalty could be his baile ? 

But yet thou canſt not boaſt of Victorie, 

His poſture ſhew'd, He ſcorn d to ſtoop to thee. 
He greeted thee, (whom Nature much abhors), 
Sitting, as Kings do treat Embaſſadors. 

So would Veſpuſian entertain his fate, 

So Egypts Queen ſunk ſa her Chair of State. 


"Whom don't thy fall concern? A Starr fo bright 

Setting, leaves every one with's leſſer light. 
By thee the Gentry kept their Dignity, 

From Tykr's Level, or Cade's Parity, 

Prelates owe thee their Miters, Kings their Crowns, 

Nobles their Coronets, Scholars their Gowns 

Thy Country owes its Peace, being free'd from dread, 
Unto thy heart, three Kingdoms owe their head. 


A King and People {ſweetly met in thee, 
Hc had his Crown, and they an Amneſty. 
His way not ſpread with Carcaſſes but Roſes; 
His breſt not hit with bullets, but with Poſeys, 


The Canons then did ſpeak another ſenſe, 
And powder ſmell as ſweet as frankincenſe, 
Blcon's Briarian claps, joy ſignalize, 

And W indows view him with their Argus eyes. 
Thou didſt out-wit the many headed Beaſt, 
Out · didſt thoſe call'd the Glory of the Weſt, 
Egbert tirfi Monarchiz'd an Heptarcby, 

But thou redeem'it us from an Anarchy. 
Great Varwieks title ¶ MAK E-KING] was his ſhame, 
The clouded Trophy of a Guilty fame, 
But yet a glorious Character in thee, 

The lawful purchaſe of thy Loyalty. 


Lower your Sayles, you Heroes fam'd for War, 

You'l all be found but Comets to this Star, 

The Candid Lillics of his peace outvies 

The Bluſhing Roſes of red Victories. 

Who by your buſtling made the World to grone; 
Not to ſupport but to uſurpe a Throne: 

For your AdvEtures we may thank your pride, 
Not done to hold the Stirrup, but to ride. 

State-Hypocrites, with M aidens modeſty, 

.Do oft reſolve to take, but yet deny. 

Like ſome mens formal Not2 Epiſcopari; 

Or Oliver's demur, Nolo 
Not he, (alas forſooth) He'l not be King, 

But kecking at the name, devour'd the thing. 
Thus men will pick the Marrow, leave the Bone, 
Swallow the plum, and ſpirt, away the ſtone. 

But yet our MONK not ſo mind his own 
Ambition, as to ſeek a Triple-Crown. 

Nor force, nor fraud, ſhall him i*ch' Chair inſtall 

*Gainſt Juſtice Vote, that virtue Cardinal. 


He knew a baſtard title n're would do't, 

Which as a Sea weed grows without a Root: 

A claim (like Vermin) ſprung from ſweat and duſt, 
The lawleſs off- ſpring of a Soldier's luſt ; 

Which Madam Fortune to a Buff-Coat bare, 

Who ſtole a Crown *mongſt other plundred Ware. 
Bur can that thrive which hath ſuch feeble roots ? 
The Son rides not, though in his Father's boots. 
When all the ſtir and buſtle at his fall, 

Was bread and butter thrown againſt the wall; 
The turious Action of th' Uſurper's Son, 

When news was brought, his Highneſs- ſhip was gone: 
Thus Muſhrome Titles ſpring up in a day, 

Anſwer their birth, by fading ſoon away, 


Miſplaced Scepters are not hum*d but hiſs't, 
Like the Pricſt's Cenſer in a Layman's fiſt. 
MONK then is not Coach-ruling Phaeton, 
But Morning-Star to uſher in the Sun. 

He ſees the Crown can fit no head but one, 
And He a Royal Stem, a Martyrs Son. 
The beſt of Britiſh; Daniſh, Gallick blood, 
Mcet in his veins to make his title good. 


Nor can his Country's obligation ceaſe, 
From's Father's patience and his Graudfires peace. 
Him, he — unto his Royal Throne, 
And long' d for Peace is born without a grone. 
But thine Eclipſe doth moſt thy bright neſs ſhe w, 
When Fortune Judg on both ſides prov'd a ſhrew, 
When the Dutch water- ſnakes by help of fate, 
Set on our Here'les in his weakeſt ſtate; 
With half a Navy he would make a ſtand, 
His Exgliſh heart would fight them with one hand, 
He ſcorn'd ſo to degenerate from his Nation, 
To ſhun a foe without a Salutation, 
He will not be rebuk't by Greemvii's Ghoſt, 
Whoſe ſingle ſhip attaqu'd the Spaniſh Holl. 
And he will make them find him ere they go, 
A ſurley, though an unprovided foe. 


Not Sparta's handful, routing Xerxes hoſt, 
Nor Hannibal's climbing the Alpes in Froſt. 
Nor Cocles ſwimming with his Sword in's hand, 
Nor Cato's March through Iybian Snakes and ſand, 
Nor Cæſar's Acts can thy retreat out-do, 
In that thou foughtꝰ'ſt with Foes and Fortune too. 


When thou had'ſt loſt thy Bullets in their ſides, 
When not befriended by thy Sailes or Tides, 
When foes (puft up with Luck and Brandy) proud, 
Thy Canons hoarſe with ſpeaking long and loud, 
When thy maim'd Veſſel like a tired Horſe, 
Did vex thy active ſoul, and check thy force. 
When friends remote, but adverſarics near, 
Thou could*ſt ſtand fight, do any thing but fear. 
Thou did' retire but only to refit, 
Not to ＋ thy Sword, but ſharpen it. 
So great Alcides tir d at Cacis den 
Withdrew and breath'd, then (et on him agen. 
Vle raiſe the Cypreſs of Tunes Agony 
Above the Bayes of Fuly's victory; 
When thou didſt chaſe them with revengeful ire, 
And celebrate the Joy with Schelling's Fire. 
But now inſulting Death to make a mock. 
Ot Fortitude, feeds on à fighting Cock. 
Yet for his loyalty and warlike parts 
He is embalm'd in Tears, and Tomb'd in hearts. 
We prize his duſt, as Twrks his name · ſakes bones, 
And celebrate our grief with penſive groans. 
The aim' d- at Gowns ſhall be for mourning Weeds, 
And threatened Steeples be his Pyramids. 
He doth deſerve a Monument far higher 
Than Paul's old Fabrick topt with Strasburg Spire. 
His Name we will in Chronicles inſert, 
which is advanc'd by duty and deſert. 
We'l pray that after · ages may inherit, 
The Loyalty and Valour of his Spirit. 
And that ſuch worth may be by others ſhown, 


But never have ſuch cauſe to make it known. 
By T. J. Maſter of Arts. 
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